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have never been known
Egyptian

There are three varietiés of dogs of the
shepherd d nnrth." a

og
Science has not explained this

peculiarity. ' v

T
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.. a Criminal and Then, Under the Up-
lifting Environment of Real

i Love, Regains Her. Soul. ;

f
i
i

ryne.

the foremost criminal lawyer

: of his day, all but invincible
then defending & man or woman

ith the slightest chance of sscape,
dnd right on his side. As a cross-
axaminer he was dreaded as the
\ e. The public would get the

hrill of seeing a superbly cruel and
ificent performance when Done
g£an arose.

Even now the rat-faced witness
shook as with ague as Donegan
turned casually toward him with
Hooded eyes. But Donegan shook
his head. He did not wish to cross-
examine.

*Even the judge was surprised.
.*Did I hear aright?’ he leaned
t’wnrd, his fine mystic's face In
lines of doubt and worry. “The
ocounsel for the prisoner does not
wish to cross-examine?"”

“Your honor heard aright. I will
not cross-examine.

Through the big chamber there
was a buzz of comment, of doubt,
af all but horror,
ing to be done for thia woman?
Hven i she did kill De Vries, give

r & sporting chance for her life!
“What Iis Donegan doing?' the
public, the attendants, the newspa-
per reporters asked themselves with
mistrust. Was he throwing her
down? .

THE COURT AMAZED.

There was a tensing in court, a
tightening, as of drama. Already
there was a sense Iin everyone's
chilled veins of the horrible harness
of the electric chair. But Donegan
only drowsed.

Was there noth-

1 Advice to

Lovelorn
By Beatrioce Fairfax.

USE YOUR WITS.
DEAR MIS8 FAIRFAX:

I started talking with a fellow
who e In the office where I
work. He asked me to go to a
private dance with him and I went.
Sunday evening he came to see me.

Now, Miss Falrfax, I know several
people who know this fellow. 1Is it
too late to have one of them intro-
duce him to me? 1 do not care for
anyone to ask me where I met him
and I say “flirting.” SARAH.

It would be silly to be introduced.
If you have inquisitive friends, use
your wits and give them an answer
thm has no satisfaction in it—for

em.

NOT S0.

R MIBS FAIRFAX:
I am fond of a young man who
des at a distance, and when
es me out and hrings me
home It is after 2 & m. Now,
week, with the permission of
rents and an invitation from
personally, this young man
over night. But my sisters
brother say it vru-mu;;t im-
. i J.
What you did was in no way
fmproper. Your sisters and brother
be teasing you. They maust
realise that when your parents
ifavite a guest to pass the night
at their home, the fact that the
gvest is your friend rather than
friend ‘of your brother doasn't
the propriety—or rather the
taste—of the situation.

: WICKLE FANCY.
DEAR MISS FAIRFAX:

I have gone about with a man
for four months. He has shown
much affection for me, and he also
atated that he cared for me I
have taken a great liking to him,
bot lately Be is going out with
apother girl

Do you think I should call him
or write to him snd see what he
has to say. & E C.

You letter is typical of many
that come to me. If you want to
regpen the situation and your idea
is & hope of winnTng the young
mmn's flckle fancy back to you,
write and ask to see him. If,
hbwever, you really mean to* con-
sider the incidemt closed, what is
there for you to discuss?
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would be sjlence.

Ccpyright, International MAgasine Company

of a Girl Who Sells Herself, Becomes

“You can step down,” the court
told the witness.

The rat-faced man crept from the
witness box, white, shaking still
from the fear of Donegan's eye. Hu
tried to get a seat In the benches,
but none would make room for him.
And though he had only done his
duty, and that at command of the
law, there was about him, as he
slunk frem the room, the look' ther~
was about him who was surnamed
Istariot, as he crept from the.gar-
den on the Mount of Olives, on the
wovrld's moét tragnec dawn. ¢+ * ¢

Like a story from some old book
there unrolled before the public the
history of Anna Janssen of ten, of
twelve, of fifteen years before, in a
New York we know no longer, so
changed Is It In that brief space.
Then it was a riotous spendthrift,
a glorious waster, hell-roaring,
somehow lovable, and now it is a

OMAN GOD

Read This Story Here, Then
Waich for It in Motion Pictures
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burgess of standing, with all the
burgess virtues.

And the eyes of the courtroom |
glistened as old names appeared
like Falstaffian ghosts. The Pocdle
Dog, the German Village, the Hol- |
land House, the Knickerbocker.
Gorgeous, blowzy, out of a dim
past they rose for an instant,
Baron Wilkins' and Nigger Mike's.

And there was the thin elink of
glasses across forgotten bars. And
at 3 o'clock of a morning the flying
wedge at Pat's was hurling some
truculent guest to the sidewalk.
And gunmen were gunmen then,
not strike-breakers.

0ld days, great days, and only a
dozen years before. And John Bar-
rymore was Not Richard IIT, but
the comedian of “Are You a Ma-
son?” And Mr. Chambers had writ-
ten “The Danger Mark,” and Lieu-
tenant Becker still patroled the
streets. And Mannie Chappelle and
Diamond Jim were still alive and
merry, who now are dust, God rest
them!

And cops grafted and politics
were corrupt, after the old and
pleasant tradition. And out of the
side door of saloons came the old-
fashioned drunkard, who with the
old-fashioned ghost story and the
old-fashioned Christmas s laid to
rest forevermore. And the wvolce
of Dr. Parkhurst was heard through
the land.

Ichabod! Gone is glory!

The night life of Parls was hec-
tic, hysterical. The night life of
Berlin was heavy, somehow sinis-
ter. But lush, extravagant, now
joyous, now macabre, the foam of
New World liquor, the night life
of New York challenged the heav-
ens with streaming rays, retiring
only before the chaste, armored
dawn. Like some Thousand an
One Nights of some writer of the
people, it challenged the imagina-
tion, it intrigued, it repelled. Over-
done not seldom, often in bad taste,
but virile, rude, and unabashed, it
claimed recognition with brazen
clamor.

A RELAXED MOUTH.

And on this stage, and against
this background, now leading wom-
an to De Vries, now being sup-
ported by a caste of wasters, brok-
ers, men about town, there moved
Anna Janasen, the Swedish Beauty.
Cast In the form and figure of a
Norse goddess, fit for great epics,
she was a figurante in & debauchad
sideshow.

Her eyes, which were blue as
the sea and should have besan pure
and passionate as the pea, were
drenched with wine, and her
mouth, with ita clear-cut outlines
as of a woman of the painter Zorn's
which should have been firm as a
budding flower, was relaxed and
wet from kissing.

A woman of Broadway, hungered
after and yet despised, she might
have gone the accustomed path
that leads from the schattering
magnificence of Broadway to the
sinister silence of Potter's Field.
Down the old beaten decline to-
ward sordid Death she could have
gone, and one would have tried
to: stay her, none to help, And
then the end. ? A

And the only result would have
been a little chilllng in the hearts
of the newer Beauties of Broad-
way, & host whispering in " their
hearts the most terrible epitaphs:
The wages of sin is death. For a
moment only. And some celebrity
of Broadway might feel sad for an
hour, with early .sentiment: *“Poor
Anna! And 1 knew her when she
wore diamonds, and New York
was at her feet!™

Or some respectable citizen In
his warm home might treasure
secret, ashamed memories, and
never avow And: someone
might even out her grave to
say a hurried prayer and make an
offering of flowers, And the rest

But that, in a mdod of drunken

pigue, she shot and killed Alastair
de Vriee. E .

(Te Be Continued Tomerrew.)
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WHen THe. TRUANT OFFICER sneaxeo
"UP' AND  SUDDENLY JERKED OPEN THE

CLUB HoUSE DOOR THE OTHER MORNING ,
HE FOUND THAT THE CLUB HAD APPOINTED
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[ Is Marriage

A Success?

CAN FIND THEM.

T wish to say that there Aare
plenty of old-fashioned girls today
who are unmarried. Why Is this?
Not because they are old-ruhl‘nod.
but because they cannot afford to
dress stylishly

1 also take note that thers are a

number of young men stating they
cannot find the old-fashioned, homa-
loving girle. This is not so. If they
want them they can find them with-
oUt much trouble.

When they meet this type do they
agk them out? I should say not.
They prefer the giddy, vampy doll
sort. It is not the fault of the giris
entirely, _It is nine times out of ‘Lten,
the actichs of some of the youn
men of today (note T say some) that
have driven the giris to use paint,
powder, ete. If is this type that
capture all the meén friends, where-
as a plainly dressed, decent, home-
loving girl hasn't a chance.

1 am a plainly dressed, home- lov-
ing girl, but although only ‘nineteen
1 have not as yet-met the right sort
of a chap. 1.have many male
friends, but they are also after the
fast giris; in other words, they pre-
fer the painted dolls,

Men of the true type are so dif-
filcult to find. 4

Plenty of nice girls are looking
for the bluebied In vain. I shall
walit patiently. for Mr. Right Those

* girl whom I love so dol.rl{i

good foxtrotter d niftily dreszed
boys have no 1 with me. Give
me the hard-wotking, plain and de-
cent young man. Ah! But they are
hard to find.

Let's hear from those who do not
prefer the stylish, well-dressed girls
to the simple, old-fashioned type.
Are there many? No, therp are few,

| STENOG .

WHAT SHALL HE DO?

I am forty-one years of age, with
three childrewn to take care of. My
wife died two years ago. There is
a young woman I have known since
a child who has taken much inter-
est in my children and myself. I
asked her If she would marry me
and she said that she would, but
her mother would not give her con-
sent.

1 would like to know what I
should do so that I can win this

J. D.

; SYNOPSIS:

Edith Livingston, a demobllzed war
worker, liveas with Grace and Bob Elis-
worth, a young married couple. She
acts as sscretary to Eustibo Alvares, a
Mexican ofl stock promoter,

He pays her much attention, and gives
her a §600 gold note after she dimcdw-
ers him and & Jnrvonm studying & map.
She is jealous of a Bpanish girl whom
she discovers dining with her swoetheart,
Willard Saunders. Her emplyer waonts
to _meet her sweetheart.

Willard deniea he is in love with the
Bgnilh'rirl. ‘He tells Edith her em-
ployer 11 bear watching, wnd asks her
o spy on him. Edith finds in her em-
ployer's desk a picture of the Spanish
girls  8he W surprised when Willard
secks ap Introduction to Alvarez. Kdith
Eels a copy of a telegram her employer
sent Lo some one In Mexico.

Alvarez tries to invelgle Edith Inte
taking a drink with him at a roadhouse.
Willard tells her that Alvares is an In-
ternational erook.

““Texas Tiger"” breezes in with a gun In
search of Alvares, who has swindled him
out of $20,000, using his swgetheart,
the Spanish girl, Juanita, a8 a tool
“Texas Tiger" joins Willard and Edith
in a trip to Mt. Vernon. On return trip
““Texas Tiger" recognizes Alvares and
Juanita on wharf and is prevented from
shooting them by Willard, “Texas Tiger”
Is atill madly in love with Juanita.

Edith discovers that Willard and Al-
Varez are “‘old friends'” Edith and Wil-
lard accept an Invitation from Alvarex
te visit Great Palla Alvarez has cut
the ropes of the suspension bridge over
which he expected Bdith to walk. A
short time thereafter the Spanish girl
dashes Into Alvarez's office and an-
nounces 'T am Juanita.™

“But Willard?" I asked, more in-
terested in the whereabouts of Wil-
lard dead or alive than in Georse
‘Washington’'s remaina.”

“I do mot know,” she sald, and
her head dropped forward. “He
went to Mt. Vernon last night to—"
she again pointed toward the head.
lines in the paper, “to stop that.”
he went there—alone?™

“Do you mean,” I screamed, “that
he went there alone?’

*I'm afraid so0,” she answered. “Ha
promised to take me with him. But
he did not come for me.’

TFor just a minute I thought I
was going to faint. I steadied my-
self against the table for a second
and then went over and stood by
the window to get air.

From the window I glanced down.
And as I looked I could almost have
believed that all Washington had
goneé mad.

Men were running back and forth
down Fourtenth street, talking -to
themselves, screaming aloud and
waving their arms frantically. On
the corner of; Fourtenth and ¥
streets 1 could see a crowd gath-
erell listening to a man who stood
on a chalr speaking to them, and
waving a copy of The Washington
Times, with the big headlinea dis-
played.

Newsboys were running around
lilke wild things, reaping a harvest
from persons who were anxious to
buy and too excited to walt for
change.

+

me something Willard had said to
me:

“We're going to give the papers
the biggest story they've had since
the signing of the armistice!

And then I found myself wond-
ering !if the astory wasm't even
bigger than Willard had thought it
would be.

CHAPTER XVIIL
1 turend from the window as I
heard some one open the door. I
thought perhaps It was Juanita
going out. But she still sat there
by the desk, her eyes glued to the

headlines of the paper.

She glanced up as the man who

had entered spoke.
“I beg your pardon.” he said, tak-
ing off his hat and looking first at
Juanita and then at me. “I didn't
know there was anybody here.”

“Were you looking for someone ™
T asked, trylng ‘o conceal the ex-
citement In my voice. But I might
have saved myself the trouble. For
his voice was husky with excite-
ment when he answered:

“Not particularly,” he said. *“I
guess you've heard——" He stopped
as his eyes lighted on the paper
spread out on the desk. "I see you
know,” he said. “And added: “That
makes it easier.”

“Makes what easjer?”
feigning Innocence,

“What T've got to,” he said. I'm
sorry," Misa, but T've got to go
through the office.
night. Thought we had everything
we wounld need. But this,” he point-
ed to the headlines, “makes it sort
of n that.we confiscate ev-
erything in the ‘office.”

“So it was you,” I said,
robbed the office last night?”

‘If you call it that,” he smiled.
“As a representative of the United
States Secret Service I did call here
last night and got a few papers—"

“Then what else do you want?" I
asked. *“Really, there seems noth-
ing else to get.” '

“Perhaps not,” he answered, seru-
tinizing me closely, as though try-
Ing to discover if 1 were hiding
something from him. ‘But I've been
told to look and see.”

JUANITA KNOWS,:

“Is it in connection with the oll
business?' I asked.

“It wase," he anawered. **That |s,
that's all we had In mind when we

“who

As T looked there came back to 4

1  asked,

We started last -

R

|

p started out. - But now"—again he

pointed toward the paper—*“it
seems that it may be in connection
with othér things."”

“You den't mean——" I asked,
pretending that I was terribly
shocked that he should associate
Mr. Alvarez In any way with the
story about George Washington's
body being stolen.

“l mean just that,” he replied. “If
the man that's been conducting this
crooked oll ‘business isn't also the
man that's at the head of that
scheme, I'm a Dutchman.”

“He——"" Here it was that Juanita
lent an unsolicited volce to the con-
versation. “I know who - It was
stole Mr. George Washington's

body.”

'4011 know!"™ The man stared at
her, seeming for the first timé to be
really aware of her presence. “The
deuce you do!” ;

“It—" I tried to catch Juanita's
aye to wink at her not to tell,
but my efforts were unavalling.
“It was Alvarez,” she continued.
“He run the—what you call the
crooked oil bunsiness. He—also he
gt the body!"

“Who is she? he asked me, and
before 1 could answer that ques-
tion, “What does she mean?™

‘She—" 1 shook my head nega-
tively te Indicate to him that he
was not to belifve anything Juan-
ita saVd—that she* was not quite
“right.” 1 had no desire to get

| mixed, up in thia thing any more

than I was already.
mustn‘t believe—"
“Mustn’t believe!" Juanita jump-
ed to her feet, and stood erect
with head thrown back, her arms
hanging rigid at her side, fiats
clenched. “You don’t believe Juan-
ita! Juanita never lie! Alvarez
take the body, I tell you! He tell
me everything. He think he get
much money, and he be president
of Mexico!
JUST LIKE A CRIMINAL.

“Holy mackerel!” The Secret
Service man stared alternately at
Juanita and then at me. Then he
turned to Juanita: “Say, you come
along with me,” he said. “I know
somebody who'll be mighty glad to
hear what you'te got to tell”

. Unhesitatingly Juanita stepped
forward to follow ntm. I stooped
and plicked up the tam she had
dropped on the floor—handed it to
her, and then stepped back.

“Really, you

The Hundred Dollar Question

BEAUTY CULTURE HINTS |

There is real common sense in
lust notieing whether the halr Is well
kept to judge of a woman's neat-
ness, or good taste. If you are one
of the few who try to make the
monst of your halr, remember that it
I8 not advisable to wash the hair
with any cleanser mads for all pur-
poses, but always use some good
shampoo, You can enjoy the very
best by getfing momo canthrox from
your drugglist, dissolve a teaspoon-
ful in a cup of hot water. This
makes a full cup of shampoo Nquid
enough so It Is casy to apply it to all
the hair Instead of just lge top of

@ Fireet
N.W.

the head, Dandruff, excoss ofl, and
dirt are dissolved and entirely dis-
appear. Your halr will ha #o fluffy
that it will look much heavier than
Iy im Its luster and softnoss will
also delight you, while the stimulat-
ed scalp gaine the health which in-
sures hair growth,

Prize Cake Recipes

PATRIOTIC CAKE.

1 tablespoon crisce.
1 cup sugar.

1 eggn,

1 cup milk.

1 teaspoon vanilia.
Pinch of salt.

2% cups of Washington flour.

4 teaspoons Rumford yeast pow-
der.

Cream erisco, add sugar, then
eggs; add milk and mix well, then
add vanilla, salt and flour and yeast
powder. Beat well, put In greass:]
pans and bake In a moderate oven.

ICING.

Beat the whites of three esgs to n
stiff froth: add % pound of XXXX
rugar, add a few drops of candy
coloring.—Gertrude Miller, 65 K
atreet northwent.

BANANA CAKB.

Cream 3 pound butter, add 1§
Cups sugar.

3 eggn, one at a time.

1 cup milk, *

1 teaspoon vanilla,

1 teaspoons of baking powder and
flour to make soft dough.—Mrs.
Nellle Murphy, 1448 Minnesota ave-
nue, Anacostla.

4
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CHOCOLATE LAYER CAKE.
One-third cup ghortening,

One cup sugar.

One egE.

,One cup milk,

iOne three-fourths cups flour.
‘Fo teaspoons Royal Baking
Powder.

One-fourth teaspoon salt.

One, teaspoon vanilla extract,
Cream shortening; add sugar
gradually, beaten well; add beaten
egk; ‘one-half the milk and mix
well; ndd one-half the flour, which
has been sifted with salt and
baking powder; add remainder of
milk, then remainder of flour and
flavoring; beat after each addition.
Pake in greased layer cake tins
in moderate oven fifteen to thicty
minutea,

FILLING AND ICING.

Three cups confectloner's sugar
in bolling waler,

One teaspoon vanilla sxtract,

Two ounces unsweetenod choco-
Inte.

To sugar add bolling water very
glowly to make n smooth paste,
Add vanilla and melted chocolate
Spread between layers and on top
of cake FRANCES TUCKER,

3016 Georgla avenus northweat.

)

$100 $100

Béery Written By
Winnie Davis Freeman

Copyright by The Washington Times.

smurmured,

“I'm sorry, Miss— er, Miss—
the man said. “But if you'll come
along too you'll just save our com-
ing back for you!"

“Coming back for me!™
claimed on the verge of tears.
“Really, I don't know what she's
talking about. 1 never spoke to
her until this morning."

“That doesn’t matter,” he an-
swered. “But you're the young
lady who's been working here,
aren't you?'

“Yes,” I answered. “But I—"

“Then you'd better come along,”
he saild, and seeing that I was alfut
to cry, he added: "“But there's
nothing to worry about. Wae just
want to find out all you know
about this man, Alvarez."

And so I went. But first T phoned
to Grace, She—bless her heart, liv-
ing out in the suburbs as she did—
hadn't heard the exciting news, and
I didn't have the heart to tell her.
1 just told her that I probably
would be later getting home, and
nat to worry.

“And If Willard phones” 1 told
her, still hoping against hope that
he would, “please tell him to call
me sometime this evening.”

Te Be Comtimued Tomorrow,

Speeds---Swift and
Slow

The swiftest speed we know s
that of light—I186,000 miles a sec
ond; the showest is that of the
human thumbnail, which grows
2-1,000,000,000ths of a yard a second.

This from Sclence and Invention,
which makes some more speed com-
parisons, as follows:

A cannon ball has been fired at a
speed of 2,000 miles an hour.

A bamboo tree grows 27-10,000,-
000ths of a yard a second,

The earth speeds around the sun
at 65,633 miles an hour.

A snall movea 15-10,000this of a
yard a second. &

De Romanet flew an alrplane on
November 4, 1020, 193 miles an hour.

An electric train In tests between
Berlin and Zossen made 130 miles
an hour,

Rallroad engines have made 120
miles anh hour.

Ice boats glide two miles a minute,
or 120 miles an hour,

The motor boat Miss America has
made 73.085 miles an hour

Destrovers make 44 milea an hour

A man has skated 27 1-3 miles an
hour, run 13'% miles an hour, walked

I ex-

9y milea an hour.

» ‘ k.

[ When a Girl Marries

. A Story of :
- EARLY WEDDED LIFE

By ANN LISLE.

HERE Isn't any one in all the 4 to attach many clients if I kesp

world 1 desired leas to see
than the voman who halled

me with her insolent questions as
1 started to leave the Walgrave.

But as I turned to parry her In-
nuendoes 1 realised half-humorously
that this was just the coincidence I
might have feared. Mrs. Varden,
my impudent interlocutor, lived at
the hotel even in the dear, long-agoc
days when Jim and 1 stayed there.
1 had plenty of experience then tp
warn me that she is the elderly
feminine edition of that unpleasant
masculine type known as the
“lounge lizard.” Her ove
hand-painted, vividly marcelled fis-
ure, with its “blued” white hair, was
always prowling about the lobby in
the olden days. Evidently she was
stlll at her old habit of hanging
round the office. But I was aston-
ished at the early start she'd made.

“Good morning, Mrs. Varden,”™ I
longing for enough of
Virginia's icy hauteur to put the
woman In her place, even while I
feit subconsciously that she'd be
& particularly undesirable enemy
just now. “How early you get down
to your beloved lobby. It gives you
a long day, doesn't t?

Instead of being affronted and
flouncing away, the woman per-
sisted

“I'm glad I got down early
enough for a word with you, my
dear. Suppose we have a little
chat while you're waiting for that
handsome young husband of yours.
Subletting your apartment and com-
ing here?”

“Oh, no,” I fluttered, elabsrately
omitting my pronouns, “net at all.
Just here for the night. Staying
out on an important matter now.
Good morning.”

AN OFFER REFUIED.

“Oh, I can't let you go like this™
she scolded. “You'd slip away from
me In this big city if I didn't pin
you right down to an engagement
this minute. I must hear all about
you. Is that dare-devil of a Tom
Mason still hanging around? What
have you done with the handsome
English officer who used to take
you to dinner when your husband
was away? If by any chance he's
away now and you're—lonely, 1
know some adorable men I'd iove
to have you meet. How about din-
ner tonight?™

“Thanks so much, Mrs. Varden,”
I sald firmly. “But I'm staying in
town tonight. As I sald, I'm with
my husband's sister. And I merely
stopped the night here In order to
reach my husband's office bright
and early this morning. Now, If
you haven't any more gquestions I'll
be runaning along.”

At this she bridled. She'd held
her annoyance within bounds as
long as there was a chance that
her self-control would secure for
her some gratifying information.
But now she spat out her words at
me with the vemom which always
characterized her conversation.

“Oh, yes, of course, run along! 1
always thought Jim Harrison was
the type of man to need a woman's
help In managing his affairs. Nat-
urally if he prances off about his
own concerns and leaves you In
charge of his office 1 suppose
there'll be a great influx of er—
clients.” "

“I'm mot——" 1 began ard pulled
myeself up short.

Was I going to protest that I
washn't in charge of Jim's affairs,
but was on my way to consult
Mabel Storrs, who was in charge?
Or was I golng to protest that Jim
was in town and risk the possibil-
ity that Mrs. Varden would learn
the truth and try to ferret out the
reason for my lie? I completed my

sentence by agother, “I'm not likely

S ——
oo ¥

such shocking hours.™

Mra. Varden laid her hand om my
arm and gave me a push steeped in
malice, .

“Run along, dear,” she gushed.
“I do hope you manage your hus-
band's, affairs as—discreetly as you
do your owp."

With a goodby, flavored with &
shudder of distaste, 1 hurried away.
NO APPETITE.

By the time I got to the street I
noticed a clock pointing to gquarter
past 9. My appetite for breakfast
was gone. Moreover, 1 hadm't amy
time to waste on the mere precess
of eating, for, unless I made the
greatest haste, 1 wouldn't get to
Jim's office much ahead of the
bustle and flurry of the market's

10 o'clock opening,

I halled a taxicab and requested
the driver to make all possible
speed. So he turned into a short
cut of gueer, unfamiliar twisting
streets. We spun along madly for
five minutes and then were held
back by traffic surging across ene
way. As I sat looking about idly
I noticed a familiar leooking esar
crossing the side street in fromt of

me.

After a second I chuckled to my-
self for calling the car “‘familiar
looking.” No wonder! I'd been
driving about in it all the day be-
fore, It was Tony’s limousine with
Lyons at the wheel. But who was
the queer-looking man hunched up
on the seat next to Lyoms with bis
plaid cap pulled down over queer
ou of the ears?

It wasn't until we drew up at the
door of the building where Jim'a
office is located that I realized why
the man with Lyons had attracted
my attention.

I had seen him yesterday, loung-
ing back against the wall of Dad
Lee's hotel. Then Lyons had made
obvious efforts to avoid the skulk-
ing figure. Why was he driving
him today along a narrow gide
street in a drab backwater of the
city?

I wondered if I ought to speak to
Lyons about this or if I'd make him
miserable and (1! at ease by sag-
gesting that I thought he ought to
be kept under survelllance.

(Te be continned Thurasday.)

The Woman
Observer

OST womef can, in moments

M of controversy,
their husbands as little boys,

and when a woman ean do that she
can ease domestic life,

But not many men can see the
“little girl” which still lingers in

their wives. When sne reaches ma-
ture age, all men regard her as
worthy of those years. They believe
that she has put away childish
things, that she has forgotten
childish instincts.

Man likes to pose as the pro-
tector, the buffer between his fam-
fly and the world. This attitude
suits him. The average man stands
between Friend Wife and the world
because it is to his advantage to
do ®so, but at heart he is a spolled
child wearing man’'s clothing and
assuming man's prerogativesa.

In reality, it is the woman who
etands between him and discomfort.
Ehe knows his weaknesses, his fail-
ings, his vanities, but if she is a
wise woman she keeps it to herself,

The scum which is left by hard
water may be removed from sinks,
basins and tubs by kerosene or
gasoline,
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- featute
Greeks and - Romans.
great Roman is said to have
cured’bacon cut from tender
young pigs by thickly cov-
ering ‘it with honey, salt and
vinegar and packing it in
earthen jars.

SWINDELL’S
QUALITY
BACON
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Honey-Gaved Bacon, Packed
. inEarlken Jars,
, ;’Rom Epicures

: = MEAT of young pigs

Delig'h{ed

was a prized banquet
with the early
A

Sugar-cured

has the definitely:
sweet flavor that for
2,000 years has been

~ the test of bacon
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